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THE SOUTH. THE FOLIAGE OF AUTUMN.

Autumnal Coloring Trees of the
Middle States Indian Summer
Mission of the Leaves.

There is more romance than reality
in the popular supposition that the frost,
by some subtle alchemy, transmutes the
emerald beauty of summer into the
golden splendor of autumn; on the con-

trary, its early appearance mars the
lovely processes of dissolution in the
vegetable kingdom, foliage in ita severe
visitation never assuming the brilliancy
that characterizes it in seasons of pro-
longed mildness, but dropping off a
withered, rusty brown. Witness the su-

perb coloring of the present season, so
remarkable for its balmy, soft weather.
Never was Nature more royally apparel

ICE FOR .DIPHTHERIA.

The Disease Not Fatal la the Oneida
Community.

Since that dreadful disease, diphther-
ia, has made tnch dreadful ravages In
New York, and is, indeed, obtaining a
foothold in Baltimore, it may not be out
of place at this time to call attention to
a recent letter, written by Dr. George
Cragin, of the Oneida Community,
which thus explains a novel, but very
sucessful treatment of diphtheria.

Recognizing as we do the spiritual
nature of disease, as well as its physical
characteristics, our first efforts were to
arouse the spirit of the patient by means
of criticism to resist the power and lead-
en influence of disease, which enveloped
him like a cloud, stupefying and befogg-
ing every mental fsculty and effort of
the will to repel the intruder. The in-

variable effect of criticism was to stir up
the patient in mind and heart to make a
stout defense against the attack, to re-

sist the influence of the disease with
might and main, and to throw Lira into
a sweat, thus at once relieving the fever.

The neit thing was to prepare a quart --

tity of ice broken into small bits, which
could be easily taken into the mouth
and swallowed or allowed to melt, lett-
ing the piece slip as far back as possible
around the roots of tbe tongue, tonsils
and upper part of the throat. This ap-

plication of ice was made every ten min-

utes, day and night, until every vestige
of the canker had disappeared and the
inflammation had subsided. During tho
day the patients, unless very sick, could
help themselves to the ice if a supply
were placed at the bedside or near at
band; but during the night watchers
were required to give the necessary
lump of ice every ten minutes, one nurse
attending to several patients. The
course of treatment was faithfully fol-

lowed as long as there were any traces of
the disease about, and although we had
over sixty cases during the fall and win-

ter, and many of them very severe, we
lost not a single patient after adopting the
ice criticism treatment.

Of course, the application of criticism
would be difficult, if not impossible, un-

der ordinary hospital routine or private
practice, even if desired by the patient,
but the application of ice can be made
under any circumstances, and there must
be but few who cannot afford a few
pounds of medicine so cheap, so pure
and so powerful.

The efficacy of the ice treatment lies
in its being applied continuously until
every trace of the fungus growth, ha
disappeared and the swelling and in-

flammation has subsided. Acids and
alkalies end fashionable gargles will in
some measure check the morbid growth,
but they cannot allay the fierce heat and
reduce the inflammation of the swelled
throat. Ice will do both and not injure
the patient. Try it.

Cnred at Last.

A lady acquaintance read the follow-

ing paragraph in a paper:, "A young
wife enee cured her husband of a dispos-

ition to absent himself from home by
providing a good dinner, and saying to
him afterward: 'George, if you find a
sweeter spot than home describe it te
me, and I will rival it or die in the at-

tempt.' A kiss and a few tears com-

pleted the victory." This lady acquain-anc- e

tried tbe game on her husband. He
wasn't melted a bit; he merely said:
"When you can get the boys to come
here snd smoke cigars end talk politics,
and you set up a keg of lager, yon can
count me in. I like the company of
the boys, I do." Our lsdr saw thst
sentiment hsd no effect on him. Bo she
didn't throw herself on bis neck, and
hug and wet his paper collar with ber
tears; but die took a saucer and fired it
at his head, and followed it with a enp,
and ended it by slinging a dish of straw-

berries on his shirt bosom. Since that
time he has been an exemplary husband.
Yet he does seem anxious for her to vis-

it ber dear mother ss often as four or
five times a week.

THE MEMORIES OF THE UEAMT.

We mar shred the moss-Te- ll from the rose.
The bloaom from the sprsr;

The blooss that pearls the liuaoua grape
A touch will brush away.

The Tine iaT looses frum the tree
Which ooc it clung to fat;

But the heart will keep ita memories
Till life iuelf be past- -

The gold must die from sunset skies.
The purple from far hills;

The rs fade from opal wave;
Drought hush the babbliug rills;

The earth grow cold and passionless
'Neath winter's bitter blast;

But the heart will keep its memories
Till the life Itself be past.

The flush will fade from cheek and brow;
The sweet smile wane and die;

The freshness leave the coral lip;
Tears dim the brightest eye.

Youth, beauty, hope, and happiness.
And lore, may die at last;

But the heart will keep its memories
Till life Itself be past.

OsueT Mofrariae.

A LoTer's Revenge.

Some fire or six weeks ago a young
man named Charles Perriny twenty-thre- e

years old, and a carpenter by trade
fell in lore with a good looking girl
whose parents reside on Orchard street.
Charles has red hair and a freckled face,

and although the young lady treated
him courteously when he called at the
house, she had her mind made up that
she would never marry a red headed
man. After an acquaintance of three
weeks he asked her to become Mrs.
Perrin, and was greatly taken down
when she told him that she couldn't
think of such a thing. Charles then
sought to have the old folks put in a
good word for him, but they declined to
interfere. He continued his visits, per-

haps hoping to soften the girl's heart,
but Thursday evening the crisis came.
He went to the house with a bottle of
acid in his pocket, prepared to spoil her
beauty if she did not give him a favora-

ble answer. There was no one at home
but the girl and her mother, and Perrin
first wanted the girl to take a walk with
him. She refused to go, and he asked

to see her alone. She also refused this
request; and the lover had jnst got ready
to draw the bottle from his pocket when
something hit him. He thought it was
a dog, but it wasn't. The cork bad
worked out of the bottle, and his coat-tai- ls

were turning brick color at the rate
of a yard a minute. The acid wasn't
content with the coat-tail- but struck
out for flesh, and in about a minute the
young man was dancing aronnd the
house as if to escape a bullet. Shouting
and whooping he got out of doors and
threw off moHt of his clothing and rolled
in the nt'id. and it was some time before
any on- - con Id find out whether he had
sn ikes fn hi hoot or had sat down on a
brad awl. He was so badly borned that
two men had to help him to his board-

ing house on Fifth street, where a phy-

sician dressed the burns. There is a
good deal of laughing at his expense,
and if he makes his appearance at the
house again he will be arrested, as he
told some of his friends in advance that
he meant the acid for the girl. Detroit
Free Press.

A Strange Dream.

Rev. L. W. Lewis, in his Reminiscen-
ces of the War, published in the Texas
Christian Advocate, relates the annexed
remarkable instance as literally true.
The battle referred to was that of Prairie
Grove, in Northwest Arkansas, fought
December 7, 1862 :

"A curious fulfillment of a dream oc-

curred at the battle under my own eyes.
A man by the name of Joe Williams
had told a dream to many of his fellow-soldier- s,

some of whom had related it to
me months previous to the occurrence
which I now relate:

"He dreamed that we crossed a river,
marched over a mountain, and camped
near a church located in a wood, near
which a terrible battle ensued, and in a
charge just at we crossed a ravine, he
was shot in the breast. On the ever mem-

orable 7th of December, 1862, as we
moved in a double-quic- k to take our
place in the line of battle then al
ready hotly engaged, we passed Prairie
Grove Church, a small frame building,
belonging to the Cumberland Presbyte-
rians. I was riding in the flank of the
command and opposite to Williams as
we came In view of the house. 'That is
the church, Colonel, I saw In my dream,'
said he. I made no reply, and never
thought of the matter again until in the
evening. We had broken the enemy's
line and were in full pursuit, when we
came upon a dry ravine in the wood, and
Williams said: "Just on the other side
of the hollow I was shot in my dream,
and I will stick my hat under my shirt.'
Suiting the action to the word as he ran
along, he doubled it up and crammed it
into hi bosom. Scarcely had he adjust
ed it be for? minnie ball knocked him
out of line. Jumping np quickly he
pulled out his hat and waived it over his
head and shouted: 'I'm all right!' The
ball raised a black spot about the size of
a man's hand just over his heart and
dropped into his shoe,"

Treatment , of Headache. Dr.
Lauder Brnnton, in a paoer "On the
Action of Parjratt'v Madiein"," recent-
ly uublislicd in Pr loiliir.mr, writes:
"The administration of a brisk purga-

tive, or a small 'ose of Epsom sails,
thrice a day,. is a most effectual remedy
for the frontal headache when combined
with constipation; but if the bowels be
regular, the morbid process on which it
depends seem to be checked, and the
headache removed even more effectually
by ic acid or by alka-

lies, given before meals. If the head-

ache be immediately above the eye-
brows, the acid is the best; but if it be a
little higher up, just where the hair be-

gins, the alkalies appear to be the more
' effectual. At the same time that the

headache is removed, the feelings of
sleepiness and weariness, which fre-

quently lead the patients to complain
that they rise up more tired than they
lay down, generally disappear."

If the word of Theodore Parker, as
given by Boston medium is to be.de-pende- d

upon, the insect even will enjoy
a happy hereafter. The question was
asked, "Are all animals immortal, or do
they continue to exist after what is call
ed death? If so, does the abundance of
insect life become a trouble there e. jr.,
mosquitoes, ants, grasshoppers, locusts.
flies, fleas, &c?" "The answer, professed-
ly by Parker, was this: The life of all
things is immortal, but forms are forever
subject to the law of change, yours and
mine being no exceptions. These trouble-
some companions of your human life,
rest assured, will trouble you no more in
the second degree of life, though in ma-
ny placet you will find them there, even.
Under many conditions, there, they
flourish well, under others they cannot
exist; but they will be no longer an an
noyance to you in the other life."

Barn u m 'a new feature at the New
York Hippodrome this week will be a
grand Chinese fete.'

The Age of Lexington.

Nine miles from Frankfort, on the
road to Lexington, stands one of the
richest and finest farms in Kentucky
that owned by Mr. Alexander. On this
superb stock farm we saw 300 blooded
horses, ranging in rank from old "Lex-
ington," the monarch of the turf, to the
kittenish and frisky yearling. Here al-

so Mr. Alexander has collected $100,000
worth of cattle comprising some of the
finest stock in the world, and peeping
into the enclosure where the costly cat-

tle were kept, we saw one diminutive
heifer worth $27,000, and a variety of
foreign creatures whose value seemed al-

most fabulous. On this farm are bred
the great majority of fine trotting and
running horses which appear in our
parks during the racing season. Mr.
Alexander's estate, which is admirably
stocked with fine farm-house- barns, and
stables, which is more like a ducal
manor than the ordinary American
farm, extends over 3,200 acres. The
roads, the stone walls, and the fine lawns
covered with massive shade trees, make
a series of delightful pictures. The an-

nual sale of horses on the Alexander
farm occurs in June. Only yearling
colts are sold. Hundreds of people from
all the country around, and from every
State in the Union, flock to this sale. An
immense barbecue is held, and high was-

sail marks the conclusion of the occa-

sion.
We paid a respectful visit to old "Lex-

ington," the mighty sire of a mightier
equine family. He is now quite blind,
a veteran of twenty-tw- o, afflicted with
goitre, and stood gazing in the direction
from which oar voices came, a melan-

choly wreck of his former greatness.
The princes of the race-cour- se of the
present galloped by, neighing and paw-
ing the ground, as if annoyed at our
presence. One of them, named "Aster-
oid," so far forgot his princely dignity
as to charge incontinently upon the
fence where we were seated, and the art-

ist has depicted the result in a spirited
sketch. The negro men who manage
these emtio brutes undergo all sorts of
perilous adventures, but they seem to
possess as many lives as a cat, and, like
that animal, always land on their feet,
no matter how far the plunging and
rearing horses may throw them. Ed-

ward King; Scribner's for December.

Clandestine Marriages.

Of ninety-nin- e cases in a hundred,
the girl who consents to he privately
married gives herself cause for life-lon- g

regret. Even though her parents over-
look the escapade, and receive her again
into favor, the man she marries never
forgets the fact that a disobedient
daughter seldom makes an obedient
wife, and the first matrimonial quarrel
is apt to betray his private opinion on
the subject. Yet, reprehensible though
stolen matches may be, the absolute
cruelty which parents too ofter
display toward their thus erring chil-

dren is barbarous. For instance, a mer-

chant, ascertaining that one of his clerks
had privataly married his daughter, a
mere school girl, immediately disowned
the misguided child, and, not contented
with that, discharged the clerk on ac-

cusation of theft. Now, the unhappy
husband is out of work, his character
gone, staring pitiless poverty in the
face. Do you think that love will lin-

ger by their tireless hearth? Another
story of the same kind is told of a
wealthy, retired down-ea- st ship captain.
A young man, a .thorough sailor, had
just secured his ship and at the same
time secured the hand of the retired
captain's daughter, against the will and
protest of the father. It was a pure love
match, but the father was so indignant
at it that he put forth every effort to
have his revenge. He had it. Posses-in- g

influence, he drove his newly found
w from his ship, and following

him, drove him from the employ of
the company, and still following, pre-
vented his getting employment even as
a mate. The result was the young cap-

tain took to drink, first neglected and
then abased his wife. She clung to him
as long as she could, but finally was
driven to the grave, dying still young,
of a broken heart. The father had his
revenge, but it could have brought little
comfort to his heart. The acute reader
will perceive that the moral of this ar-

ticle is two-edg- e.

A New Enterprise.

For me nothing is more " interest-
ing than to see a man in the first
intense strain of a new enterprise; it
may be a new cider-mil- l; it may be a
new newspaper. It is a great crisis in
that man's life. He lives thirty days in
one. Old, trite proverbs take on new
and startling meanings. He looks up-

on all men and all things in a strange,
new light. He judges all men and all
things with regard to the accomplish-
ment of his one, supreme design. Dur
ing a certain time the stars in tneir
courses fight for him; then the very uni
verse changes its direction, and pushes
with all its weight against his tottering
walls; another change, and a thousand
accidents are in his favor. He does not
know till years afterward with what con
centration he labored in those days of
beginning. He smiles at himself, and
tells pleasant stories of his make-shift- s

and absorption; and now when be sees
another and younger person starting his
cider-mil- l, with the old, outworn en
thusiasm, he looks on with the same
half sympathetic, half cynical interest
with which an old married couple con-

template two young people who have
just fallen in love. "The Old Cabinet;"
Scribners' for December.

A New Catechism.

Whom did Adam marry, and when did
he marry? OneEve.

What was her bridal drers? Parley
nothing.

Not even a ribbon? No, she had no
need of one; she was a rib-bon- e herself.

When Adam and Eve were in the
gardening business, what time did they
commence picking apples? In the Fall.

Why did not Cain make good sugar?
Beaause he wasn't Able.
Spirits as well as sugar comes from cane;

what evil resulted from this Cain s spir
it? Abel got slewed.

What reason have we to suppose that
Cain also got slewed? He went imm
diately into the land of Nod.

Who was the wisest man? Knower.
What did he know? He knew enough

to get in out of the rain.

son, and be thankful for the lovely,
mist-veile- d days that "come, like angel
visits, few and far between," in this age
of prosaic improvement, to remind us
somewhat of the poetical past of tradi-
tion.

An Adroit Fraud.

Some years ago, Solomon Bacon a well
known merchant in London, received a
letter from his correspondent in Ham-
burg, which grieved and troubled him.
It said that the writer had been de-

frauded by his nephew, the son of a
widowed sister, of 10,000, and had fled
to London with the money. There was
a reluctance to make the matter public,
and Mr. Bacon was desired to keep si-

lence; "but," the letter went on to say,
"if you will invite John to dinner, nnd
when alone tax him with crime, he may
perhaps refund the money. Should he
do so, you may give him 500." The
London merchant found the young Ger-
man, took him home, and when the la-di- e

bad all withdrawn from the dinner
table, he acquainted his visitor with his
knowledge of the fraud. Alarm was

the countenance of hi guest.
"You will not make this public, Mr.

Bacon?" be asked.
"Not if you retnrn me the money now

and here."
"But I lost 1,000 last night at Crock

ford's, and have not the power."
"Wei," said the merchant "return me,

then, 9,000 and though I little exceed
my instructions, I will nevertheless give
you back 500.

"My uncle is very good," remarked
the young man, and he forthwith hand-
ed from his pocket-boo-k nine 1,000
notes to his host.

"I cannot change one of these," said
Mr. Bacon; "will not my check do as
well?"

"Quite," replied the German; and
having received the 500 check, hastily
left.

The following morning Mr. Bacon
went to his banker to pay in his notes,
and found, to his surprise, that they
were all counterfeits. His next inquiry
was after his check, but that was already
cashed. He then telegraphed to his
Hamburg correrpondent, and learned
that he was profoundly ignorant about
the whole affair. It was as adroit a fraud
as ever was plotted.

Discovered Merit.
A wealthy gentleman, while passing

through an cbscure street in a large city
saw a fine but very dilapidated picture
in a broker's shop. He purchased it,
and inquired the painter's name, but was
unable to discover more than the initials.
Confident that the picture a seaside
view with a rocky shore was modern,
he was anxions to discover the painter.
In vain he tried all the picture dealers.
They knew the style and the initials,
but were unacquainted with the man.
They were confident the painter was
alive, but they knew nothing of his home
or haunts. The gentleman, piqued at
being so balked, determined to find the
painter, and at last, in despair, applied
to a skilled detective. The latter knew
nothing about art or artist, but he under-
took to find the man. And find him he
did, after some trouble, in the midst of
the direst poverty, living in a dirty lit-
tle court. The discovery of the artist
was the turning point in his fortunes.
The gentleman became his partner, and
he finally arose to wealth and station.
Humble worker take conrage from this
incident, and persevere.

The World on a Mock-Orang- e.

Now, my busy young friends, in case
any of you should come across a nice
round, yellow mock-orang- e, I'll tell yon
what to do with it provided your
grandmother already has a good one in
her stocking-basket- . If not, you should
give it to her, and get yourself another
one. A canary-bir- d told me that the
way old ladies darned stockings was to
put a big yellow ball in them, and then
picket them with a queer sort of a shiny
steel bill, and though his description was
n't clear; I knew what he meant. Well,
you take your round mock-orang- e, and
force a knitting-needl- e clear through it
from the stem end, so that it will turn
evenlv on the needle. Then, with a
blunt needle, you mark the grand di
visions of the earth upon it Europe,
Asia, Africa and America (you see, I
know them) in just the right shape,
and then you put in your oceans and
islands, and what not, all complete.
Next you go over all the markings with
a camel's-hai- r brush dipped in red ink,
or violet ink, India ink, or any water- -

color you choose, taking care to wipe
the orange off" instantly with a soft,
damp cloth. The color will into the
markings and leave the surface of the
mock-orang- e clean. Then you have
your globe complete. And you can
make a little wodsfen prop, if you are
ingenious, that will let your globe re-

volve on its knitting-needl- e or axis, at
precisely tbe right angle. After awhile
it gets dry and hard, and if you please
you can go over the markings once more
with a fine pen dipped in the proper
color.

How did I know all this?
I heard a dear little girl telling an-

other little girl and "you can't think,"
said she, "what real, splendid fun it is.'

From " St. Nich-ola- s

for December.

The foot-pad- s of New York have dis-

carded the weapons of modern warfare,
and adopted a new and valuable system
of capturing their quarry. Robbery
with violence ha been converted into a
chase in which skill I required, and all
the excitement and glory of a buffalo
hnnt enjoyed without straying from the
sidewalk of the great city. In Bmok-lvn- ,

where competition is lively and
crime is not confined to low dive and
gambling house, the lasso ha come in-

to fashion. Yell of "nnirdr" and
"police," a few days ago. attracted the
attention of the dreamy policeman, who,
on sauntering up to tbe spot from which
they origninated, found an elderly gen-

tleman struggling in the coile of a lasso,
which had been thrown with all tbe
skill and effect of a Texan herdsman.
The old gentleman had been relieved of
a sum of money and a bundle, and his
windpipe was suffering from compres-
sion to an extent which threatened
asphyxia. This accomplishment is
worthy of Brooklyn, where everything
seems upside down.

MISCELLANY.
A Colorado Narrow Gange Railroad.

Its name is the Denver and Rio
Grande railroad; it traverses the foot-

hills of the Rocky mountains, south-

ward from Denver to Pueblo a distance
of 120 miles. Its rails are only three
feet apart, its passenger and freight cars
only six feet nine inches wide, and its
locomotives look lrke baby engines. It
is an unique affair of the railroad kind
the first we have ever seen, and a ride
in its cars was a new and by no means a
disagreeable sensation. The seats are
double from the front to the center on
one side of the oassenger coach and sin-

gle on the other side, and from the cen-

ter to the rear of the car the same, ex-

cept that the double and single seats are
reversed. Each coach seats

passengers, and has a cosy little
saloon and water tank at one end in a
corner, and a small stove in the center.
To see a train of these little cars pulled
along by a "cunning" little engine, over
the narrow little track, is at first exceed-

ingly amusing to one who has always
been accustomed to the broad-gaug- e

roads. It looks like playing at railroad-
ing, like a dwarf imitating a giant. But
seated in one of the softly-cushione- d

single or double seats and moving rap-

idly along, one soon gets over being fun-

ny at the narrow-gaug- e. You see and
feel and know that you are being whirl-
ed along as surely, as comfortably, and
almost as rapidly, as if the cars were as
big and the road-b- ed as broad as the
broadest. It isn't a dwarf when you

come to get acquainted with it. Like
many of the small sized men and wo-

men we meet in the world, the narrow-gaug- e

makes up in force and energy what
it lacks in physical proportions. It took
us about four hours to make the seve-

nty-six miles from Denver to Colorado
Springs. We know of many a broad-gaug- e

that does not do as well, either in
speed or smooth-sailin- The narrow-gaug- e

is "not to be Bneezed at" we tell
you that in all seriousness; ana n we
should ever go into the railroad build
ing business, it is the narrow-gaug- e that
we would build.

This road has been in operation less
than three years; and does a respectable
freight and passenger business. The
company that owns and operates it is one
of the few railroad corporations that has
been able to pay the interest on its bonds
promptly at maturity, since the panic,
without wincing, and had money left in
its treasury. Here is a feather in the
cap of the narrow-gaug- e, and it wears it
proudly, as it should.

Pueblo is its present southern termin
us, with a branch at that point west-
ward to Canon City, fo.-t- y miles, where
it lands the tourist and the invalid at
the mouth of the great and grand can-
non of the Arkansas, and at the hot
mineral springs; and where beds of coal
of good quality and inexhaustible quan
tity. From Pueblo the road is about to
be extended ninety -- five miles southward
to Trinidad, where it will tap the north-
ern Mexican-trad- e and travel. It is the
intention, ultimately, to extend the line
to Santa Fe, south-easterl- y, and, by
means of connecting roads, to the City of
Mexico, southwesterly, to the very doors
of the "halls of the Montezumas." With
such a record, such energy and such am-

bition, let no airy broad ganger dare to
sneer at this great narrow-gaug- e road
not when we are around. We won't tol-

erate levity or sneers on its account. We
know it deserves much better treatment.

When you go to the Rocky mountains
for health, for pleasure or for business,
take a trip over the Denver and Rio
Grande railroad. It will be a new sen-

sation for you. You will fall in love
with the narrow-gaug- e cars, will be
charmed by the glorious mountain view
above you to the westward, will admire
the" pluckiness with which these little
cars, with their diminutive engines, pen
etrate the hills, averaging an up grade
of seventy-fiv- e feet to the mile just be
fore reaching the "Divide," fifty miles
south of Denver, and glide like a thing
of life through valleys, along bluffs and
over the level plains. You will bless all
the manages and workers of the line for
the excellent oondition of their road-be- d

the neatness and comfortableneas of their
cars, the apple-pi- e order of everything
pertaining to their enterprise. They
deserve well of the public and of their
stock holders.

There are some twenty-fiv- e stations
along the line of this road. There is one
through train each way daily, two or
three accommodation trains part each
way, and several freights, the latter car
rying coal, stone, lime, lumber, wool,
hides, grain, cattle, etc., to Denver and a
market, and merchandise and general
supplies to the people along its route,
and to the miners, traders and settlers in
the regions below. Its gross earnings
last year, in spite of the panic, were
$393,653,89, and its net earnings, $195,- -

529,58. This year these earnings will
be much larger, as is manifiest from the
already large increase thus far. One
tiling is in favor of the narrow-gaug- e

the cost to construct, operate and repair
is much less than the broad gauge roads

From the Chicago Journal.

Red hot Steam Engines. In a dis
cussion on the action and phenomena of
steam, Mr. Armstong, one of the most
distinguished British engineers, states
under certain circumstances a portion of
a steam boiler occasionally becomes
nearly red-ho- t, although this condition
appears extremely inconsistent with the
supposition that it is at the same time
covered with water; he adopts this con
clusion from having had ocular demon
stration of its possibility, as well as from
other reasons. Mr. Armstrong says he
had frequently heard the fact stated by
intelligent engine men. and had been
called, more than once, to witness it, al
though even then inclined to consider
it a mistake, owing to the difficulty of
clearly ascertaining it for a slight ap
proach to the incandescent state must be
nearly invisible, owing to the strong
glare of light from the furnace directly
beneath; while any degree of heat much
higher would be sure to weaken the iron
so much as to cause the boiler bottom to
give way. Mr. Armstrong remarks that
the probability of boilers sometimes ap
proaching a red heat receives a corrob
orative proof on examination of the
iron plates, in cases where the boilers
have bulged out, and which exhibit an
appearance well known to boiler makers
by a pecaliar eolor in the iron surround-
ing the part which baa been red hot

and the road era. in a very bad condi-

tion '
'Hold! hold! You will excuse me: but

I can't write that. That affects a citi-

zen, and the law positively forbids my
writing anything that affects any citizen.'

'Very well, then, write: 'The weather
was very cold, and fearing that my spir-

it might be frozen into my body, and
that I should be without assistance, I,
as is my habit when in danger, left my
body '

'Good heavens!' cried Sevastianovitsch
raising his hands in holy horror.

'Becalm. What else could I have
dons? And then, what I did was no
crime.'

'Very true. Well, what further?'
'I slipped out of my body, after hav-

ing bundled it up as well as I could in
the wagon. I placed it so that it could
not fall over, binding it fast by the
hands with a strap. Then I hastened to
the next post-statio- hoping that my
horse, urged forward by the cold and
hunger, would follow on behind.'

'I must tell you that you were very
imprudent.'

'At the siation I sat down behind the
stove and warmed my frozen spirit. I
waited an hour, when, according to my
calculation, the horse should have ar-

rived; then I went out into the court-
yard and waited another hour, two hours,
the whole night, but neither horse nor
body made its appearance. At break of
day I hastened back where I had left
them, but neither was to be found. My
poor body, in jolting over the impracti-
cable road, doubtless fell out. As for

the horse and wagon, heaven only knows

what became of them. For three weeks
I looked for all three in vain. Finally
I learned that the authorities of Kejensk
had in their possession a strange body,
which was probably mine. I therefore
herewith entreat the said authorities to
deliver up the said body to me, its right-
ful owrer. I further beg the authorities
to first lay the body in cold water, in or-

der that it may thaw out; and, if the said
body has received any injuries, either by
falling out the wagon or by freezing, thev
will employ a surgeon for them at my
expense. To all this, as the law requires,
I hereunto set my hand and seal.

'Well, well come and sign now.'
'Sign? That is easier said than done.

I have not my hands with me; they are
with my body. Sign the document your-

self, and add, 'For want of his own
hands.'

'No, no, pordon me; that will never
do,' replied Sevastianovisch. 'You ask
too much. The law forbids our taking
petitions that are not drawn up in regu-

lar form. I must conform to regulations;
I can't sign for you unless I state that
you cannot read or write.'

'Well, just as you will sign!'
And Sevastionovitsch wrote: 'As the

petitioner can neither read nor write, I
sign for him,' etc.

'I thank you sincerely, Ivan Sevasti-
anovitsch. Now, don't loae any time, in
arranging the matter. Ah, you can form
no idea what a misfortune it is to lose
one's body. I must go now and make
my wife a hasty visit. Spare no pains, I
beg. You will not find me ungrateful.'

'Hold! hold! Mr. Deadman!' cried
Sevastionovitsch; 'you have made a
blunder in this petition. How could
you tie yourself fast by the hands? That
I can't understand.'

But no one answered. A dead silence
within and without the house, disturbed
only by the whistling and moaning of
the winter wind. Sevastianovitsch read
the petition once more, and then fell into
a meditation, that soon ended by his fall-

ing fast asleep.
When he awoke in the morning light

already began to shine through the cracks
in the shutters into the room. He cast
a sullen glance at the empty bottle be-fo- ae

him, and, in hi forgot
the strange adventure of the previous
evening. Without looking at his papers
he laid them together and hastened to
the chateau in search ot something that
would brighten his drowsy spirits. The
coroner was already astir, and waiting
for him; and, while he sat over his
morning appetizer, the coroner, looked
through his papers. When he came to
the petition of the stranger the cotoner
cried out:

'What nonsense is this? You must
have drunk deep before you went to
sleep last night. Look here, Osepo-vitsc-

said he to the surgeon, 'see here,
what a humorous petition Sevastiano-
vitsch has drawn up.'

Hereupon he read the strange petition
to the great amusement of himself and
the surgeon.

'Well, gentlemen,' said the coroner,
'we will proceed to the examination of
the body of this loquacious spirit, and,
if we meet with no remonstrance at the
first incision, we will bury it without de-

lay.'
The words of the coroner reminded

Sevastianovitsch of the past night's ad-

venture, and although it seemed to him
marvellously strange, the promised fifty
rubles prompted him to entreat the cor
oner and the surgeon not to open the
body, as by so doing they would injure
it to such an extent as to render it use-

less. He insisted, also, that the petition
should be entered in the protocol, and
that the matter should take the usual
course. The answer he received to this
request can be easily imagined. The
body was opened and examined, and, as
no signs of a violent death were found,
it was buried.

The story of the spiritual reclamation
became known, and everybody wanted to
see the petition. It was copied rnd cir-

culated, and every one commented on it
in his own way. People who believe in
the transmigration of souls came to hor
rible conclusions.

With regard to the end of this strange
incident accounts do . not agree. In
neighboring village they say that the
soul of John Louis, as soon as the sur
geon touched the body with his scalpel

it, and that it immediately
awoke and fled, followed by Sevastiano- -

vitsh, who, remembering the promised
rubles, cried, at the top of his voice:

'Stop him! stop the dead men!'
On the other band, in another village,

they say that every day, when Sevastian'
ovitsh sprinkles himself with holy water.
the dead man of Kejensk pays him a vis
it, and says:

'Ivan Sevastianovitsh, see to it that J
get my body again.'

To which Sevastianovitsh replies:
'Ay, ay, your affair is getting on.'

Which times are the best? Meal times.

SELECT STORY.
A SOUL WITHOUT A BODY.

A BXSRIAN LEGEND.

It was mid-da- y. The beating of a
drum announced that the police had
something they wished to make known,
and consequently a concourse of the
good people of the city of Kejensk
gathered around the public crier. We
will give the announcement as nearly
literally as possible: To-da- y, near the
village of Markovkin, a corpse has been
found. The same is of the male rex, has
gray eyes, a dark complexion, a long,
somewhat eagle-li- k nose, light brown
hair, and a shaved chin. The authori-
ties of Kejensk desire to know to whom
the body belongs. If relations or the
owner himself should be found, they or
he will report at the above-name- vil-

lage, where the examination will take
place.'

T hree weeks elapsed and no one pre-

sented The coroner took a
physician and his old clerk Sevastiano-
vitsch, and repaired to the village in
order to complete the examination, and
comply with .the law governing such
cases. The owner of the village receiv-
ed the commission kindly, and offered
them the hospitalities of his house. The
old clerk, however, compelled, by law to
pass the night with the body, which was
to be opened the following morning; his
refreshments therefore, was sent to him,
aad they were accompanied by a bottle
of good wine and a liberal allowance of
schnapps. After he had arranged his
papers for the following day. Sevasti-anovitsc- h

began to eat and drink, as on-

ly a Russian can eat and drink, and to
think over the past how he had been
an important personage, hut had early
distinguished himself, had acquired pos
ition, a modest fortune, etc. As for his

little fortune, it is trt:e, in acquiring it.
he had sometime resorted to means
which shunned publicity, but what of
that. Sevast-anovitsc- is well to do.

When he, with such and similar
thoughts, had been occupied an hour or
so, had swallowed lae last arop oi nix
drinkables, and was about to give him
self np to new dreams, snddenly a voice
on bis left side was heard to say:

Father lyan Sevastianavitsch, I en
treat you to hear me.'

Sevastianovitsch, reminded of his
office by these words, put himself ac-

cording to his wont, promptly in writ
ing position; be seized his pen, bent
over bis paper, ana, wunom looaing
round, asked, in a most sonorous official
tone.

'What do you desire?'
'You have, in the name of the author

ities, summoned the owner of the body
found in the village to present himself.'

'Weill'
'The body belongs to me.'
'Well!'
You will not find me ungrateful, if'
'Was the deceased your servant?'
'No, Ivan Sevastianovitsch, the bod;

is mine, my own body.'
'Ah!'
'You can easily imagine how incon-

venient it is to be without a body. I
beg that you will give me your assist-

ance as soon as possible.'
'You can count on my aid, but the

mandates of the law must be obeyed.
We will call the witnesses, and make the
examination at the earliest hour possi-

ble. The extra trouble you will, of
'course

'Oh, give yourself no uneasiness on
that point. Give me my body, and you
can count with certainty on fifty rubles.'

At these words Sevastianovitsch rais-

ed his head, heavy from the effects of
the wine and schnapps, as though he
would look in the face of the speaker to
see if he could believe him; but he saw
no one.

'Come in, come in,' said he. 'What
do yon want to remain out there for?'

. 'Why, I am here near you,' said the
voice.

Sevastianovitsch trimmed the wick of
the lamp and rubbed his eyes, and, as
he still saw no one, he murmured.

'What, the devil! am I blind? I don't
see you, my friend.'

'You need not wonder at that. How
can you expect to see me, since I have
no body?'

'Eh, indeed! I don't understand you.
Allow me to have one glance at you, at
least.'

'So be it. I can make myself visible
for a moment, but it will cost me a very
ereat effort.

And now nut of a dark corner of the
room, there came a frail, tottering figtire,
and hardly had it shown itself, when it
disappeared.

'Pardon me, good sir,' said the voice;
'but yon cannot imagine how difficult it
is for a soul without a body to make it-

self visible. Give me back my body, I
beg of you; I will not liraityour reward
to the promised fifty rubles.'

I would gladly comply with your
wish, good sir, but truly I do not under-
stand you. Have you a written request?

'A written request! How could I write
it without a body? Will you not be so
good as to draw one up for me yourself?

'What! Why, how can I do that, when
I don't understand what you Bay?'

I will dictate it. You need only to
write.
Sevastianovitsch selected a sheet of
stamped paper, and said:

'Well, tell me your name, your title,
if you have any, and your profession.'

'My name is John Louis.'
'Profession?'
'I am a stranger and a nobleman.'
Sevastianovitsch wrote the usual form

at the top of the sheet in big, fat
letters; the name however, suffered
somewhat at his bands.

' To the police authoritia at Kefcntk
'The stranger, Saveli Julntscheo, no

bleman, says ' Well, what else?'
Write down everything, sow, just as

I tell you. 'I greatly desire '
'I greatly desire' well?'
'I greatly desire to have my body

back again.'
'The devil!' cried Sevastianovitsch,

throwing down his pen. 'You are only
amusing yourself at my expense.'

'By no means I am telling the truth,
I assure you. Go on. . Fifty rubles for
the mere trial; if you succeed, fifty more,
when I my body.

'Sevastianovitsch again seized his pen.'
'On the 30th of November last I was

traveling in a Iritrilka on the high road
toward Kejensk. It was intensely cold,

Popular Feeling-- Since the Late Elec-
tions.

Columbus, (Ga.,) Correspondence N. T-- Times.
Since the election it has been darkly

hinted by one or two partisn journals
that the Democracy of the South would
use their victory to the detriment of the
black men living in their midst. In
Alabama a few disappointed Radical
laaders are doing everything possible to
alarm the negros. At a recent meeting
in Montgomery they were counseled to
leave the State in a body. If they did
so it was stated that farm lands would
sell for ten cents an acre. If they re-

mained, they were assured they wonld
be deprived of all the political rights
which they now possessed. The majori
ty of the colored people are too sensible
to be deceived by these and similar ad-

dresses; but a few are really alarmed,
and some scores of them have crossed
the line and taken np a temporary resi
dence in Georgia. In the meantime the
white people are doing everything in
their power to convince the negroes that
they are their friends and do not intend
to harm them in any way. To this end
notices like the following are just now
appearing in all the local newspapers:

Editors Advertiser: As there is
great anxiety and uneasiness in the
minds of the colored population lest the
success of the Democratic party may af
fect them seriously by finally putting
them back into slavery, taking away the
right of suffrage, forcing the women and
children into the fields, &c.t Ac, fears
instilled into their minds by the vile
Radicals during the recent campaign,
would it not be well in the planters re
siding in the different beats to call a mass
meeting, give a barbecue according to
their resources, in order to reassure
them and relieve their minds of the fears
which they now entertain. Assure them
that the Liberal Democracy will not at
tack any right they now possess or seek
to gratify any petty revenge.

Yours respectfully, Planter.
In this State, where the colored peo

ple have long been under Democratic
rule, they Beem to have no fear that the
election will affect them in any way.
The white people are exceedingly
moderate in their rejoicing over the
success of their party, they are more
friendly to the negroes than I have ever
seen them, and they are just as loyal to
the Union as are the residents of New
York or New England.
THE GOVERNOR OF GEORGIA TO THE

BLACK MEN.
Gov. Smith of this State, was invited

to address the people of Columbia on
the results of the recent elections. In
the course of a sensible and moderate
address, he said that he rejoiced that
now, for the first time since the war, the
white natives of Georgia were once more
citizens of the United States once more
political freemen. While, however, he
rejoiced in the liberty of the whites, he
rejoiced also that the black man could
never again be enslaved. Addressing
the negroes particularly, he told them
not to be alarmed at the success of the
Democrats. That party desired only the
peace and prosperity of their country;
were anxious that all men should have
equal rights, and that people of all col-

ors and nations should live in harmony
togather. He wanted every negro in
Georgia to have every right and privi
lege given him by the State Constitution
and by the Constitution of the Union.
So long as he had a voice in the govern-
ment of affairs they should have those
rights. They were free as any white
man in the land. Negro suffrage might
have been a mistake. He did not think
that ignorant black men were qualified
to take the offices that were so seldom
well filled even by white men of educa-
tion. At the same time they had the
right to vote, and at this late day no
one could deprive them of it. No good
man desired to do so. The negroes in
Georgia should have their rights, but
only good intelligent men should hence
forth be elected to office. Speaking to
the white men, the Governor told them
that by the help of the men of the
North they had won a great victory, and
that it was now their duty to show to
the world that they could bear success
as well as defeat. There should be no
undue scoffing at the fallen party, and,
in the words of their State motto, the
people of Georgia should exercise the
advantage given by political victory
with "Wisdom, Justice, and Modera-
tion." If they did so, harmony would
return to the South, and in all sections
would be felt the old love for the whole
Union. Such speeches as these are do
ing much to revive the spirits of the
despondent people of Georgia, and al
ready they are beginning to talk of es-

tablishing new business enterprises. The
energetic little city of Columbus will
shortly be connected with the outer
world by two new railroads. Atlanta is
growing with surprising rapidity. Macon
is also doing well, and wisely forgetting
old feuds and difficulties, the people
seem disposed to unite in a determined
effort to make Georgia peaceful and
prosperous.

Beautify Tonr Farm.

The general aspect of the farm should
be made neat and pleasing. A few shade
trees in the fields are a relief to the eye,
as well as a shelter from the sun. Among
those which make the beat appearance,
and are the least detrimental to the
crops, are the sbellbark hickory and the
sugar maple. The hickory is preferable,
as its fruit is desirable; ita roots run deep
below the plow, and do not interfere
with the growth of grain or grass. A
large hickory is really but little more
objectionable in a cultivated field, by
reason of the injory it does to the crops,
than a post of the same diameter would
be. It forms a dense, handsomely shaped
tuft, having broad leaves of dark green.
The butternut and black walnut are
among the very worst as shade trees in a
cultivated field, for they occupy an area
of soil equal at least to the top. B
sides having single trees in the fields it
is well to hide rough spots with clumps,
and to plant the margins of brooks with
suitable varieties. Permanent lanes al
so, should be lined with trees. There
are many ways of making a farm beau
tiful of improving the landscape.
Once the attention of the owner is di-

rected to this work, and he engages in it,
new ideas will be developed, and an in-

terest will be aroused that will lead its
possessor rapidly in the right direction.

Exchange. '

led! The beech, ash, elm, birch, hick-

ory and tulip trees have become lumi-

nous centers, from which flow streams of
yellow glory lighting np the inmost re--

s of the forest which all summer
long have been hidden in twilight gloom.
The maples bum with a rose red glow,
as if sudden flames consumed them; or
flicker in leaves of gold dappled with
green, and streaked with crimson veins.
Even the sober old apple trees have put
on a ruddy dress, and the wild cherry
appears in pale yellow and green. The
horse-chestnu- ts are pyramids of russet
gold deepening into vivid orange; the
dogwoods show a rich purple; and the
sturdy old oaks wear a bronze coat of
mail glittering in the sunlight like some
mighty, ancient warriors. Vines trail
over the hedges creeping fires, and the
sumachs are regally purple from velvety
cone to root. Here and there a streak
of tawny yellow, a strain of russet
brown, darkens the pure gold and scar-
let of the foliage that else would dazzle
and weary the eye, giving also that va-

riety which is every pleasing. In
addition also, each separate color has its
different shades, so that one may discov-

er in autumn leaves every tint from the
palest gold to the most vivid orange and
scarlet, from the faintest rose to the rich-
est purple, from tawny yellow to choco-
late brown.

At this time of the year the leaves
have almost fulfilled their mission (in
many senses quite), and Death comes to
them, not as to shuddering humanity,
wrapped in icy terrors, but gently and
lovingly, till leaf after leaf flutters
softly down, exhaling its spirit in balmy
odors to the air that gave it, and return
ing its substance to its mother Earth.
In soberer words, the leaf has absorbed
carbonic acid from the air; has taken up
its carbon by the aid of heat and light
to cause first its own growth, then the
addition of woody fibre to the twig and
branch, and lastly the production of nu-

triment for flowers, fruit and seed, in
the meantime breathing out pure oxy-
gen, accomplishing a fourfold work.
When the seed of a plant or tree ripens,
the leaf has fulfilled its mission, decay
sets in, the quality of the leaf changes,
and various colors are reflected accord-

ing to species, location and weather.
Strangely enough, the leaf in its slow

death presents the very same hues that
characterize its earliest stages when bud
ding in the springtime of the year; a ver-
nal forest showing the same purples, reds,
yellows and browns, in softened shades.
however, that lend the charm to autumn
scenery. A close observer and lover of
nature readily distinguishes the different
species of trees, even before the leaves
have quite appeared, by the various tints
of their budding and blossoming. Where
a crimson color prevails in the spring
time it will be found to proceed from
woods where maples predominate; where
a solemn purple, from clumps of elm
trees; where a silvery lustre intershad-e- d

the lilac and crimson, from forests ot
red oak; and so on. Many trees pro-
ducing yellow leaves never show a sin-

gle red one; but trees producing red
one; but trees producing red leaves fre
quently exhibit more or less yellow and
orange for example, the many varie-
ties of maple flaunting, in one speci
men, scarlet, crimson, pink, yellow and
orange spotted with brown.

The gradations of color in antumnal
foliage are always in the order of those
of sunrise, being in every case from
dark to lighter hues. Warm days hasten
this gradation by fading the rich tints
to paler, uncertain ones, being in degree
almost as destructive to their beauty as
early frost. Both agencies drying the
leaf cause it to drop from the tree before
the beautiful processes of decay are ac-

complished. By a wise provision of
Nature these leaves, bo lovely in life and
death, having performed their mission
on earth namely, the production of
woody-fibre- , flower, fruit and seed, and
the exhalation of moisture and oxygen

now proceed to their last and not
least, nses, the restoration to the earth of
certain salts drawn from it; and in their
further decay the giving out of carbonic
acid to be taken up by the rain and held
in solution, trickling down to aid in dis
solving many of the constituents of the
soil, preparing them for assimilation by
the roots of the trees during the coming
season. Some years ago the Middle
States, after the fall of the leaves, regu-

larly enjoyed a season of delicious
weather, varying in length, and denomi
nated the Indian Summer. According
to authentic accounts it did not arrive
until November frosts bad stripped the
leaves entirely from the trees, and then
it reigned uninterruptedly from ten to
fifteen days, and sometimes longer, un
disturbed by wind or rain, a silvery
haze veiling the landscape, and fruity
odors perfuming the air. This lovely
visitor rarely if ever appears among us
at the present day. A counterfeit, or
rather a phantom of its past beauty,
robed in mists, sojourns with us a few

days, and we call it the Indian Summer.
The causes of its disappearance are not
precisely known, remaining a matter of
much conjecture; but certain it is that
the occasional short periods of mild
weather we experienced in our present
autumns are not the true Indian Sum-

mer, as mild days occur in spring, au-

tumn, and even winter every year, but
without any regularity, whereas that pe-

culiar season came punctually after the
fall of the leaf in November. The
most probable cause of its

is the wholesale destruction of onr
forest, allowing strong winds to sweep
freely over the continent, and thus
counteracting any influences that might
tend to produce an Indian Summer in
any locality. We must bid farewell to
our rheriakarl vearlv anticinatioriS nf the

I -
' coming of that beautiful, dreamy sea

Met Ills Fate.
A New Orleans Judge, riding in the

cars recently, from a single glance at the
countenance of a lady by his side, imag-

ined he knew her, snd ventured to re-

mark that the day was pleasant. She
only answered:

"Yes."
"Why do you wear a veil?"'
"Lest I attract attention."
"It is a province of gentlemen to ad-

mire," replied the gallant man of law.
"Not when they are married."
"But I am not."
"Indeed!"
"Oh, no; I'm a bachelor."
The lady quietly removed her vil,

disclosing to the astonished magistrate
the face of bis mother-in-la-

He has been a raying maniac ever
since.

Scribner's Monthly for Decer.ber.

"Notes on Kentucky and Tennessee,"

in the December number of Soribnet's
form the final regular installment in the
Great South Series, by Mr. King. A
description of 'he Mammoth Cave forn I
a large part of this article, and there are
several fresh illustration of this won

derful place. The other articles llloe.
trated, either by means of picture it
diagram, are "The Transit of Venus,"
"The Probabilities of River," er

Age," and "Rambles in Madeira."
In fiction we have the continuation of
Jules Verne's "Mysterious Island" with

illustrations, and of Ssxe Holm's curious
story, "My Tourmaline," also "Jean-nette,- "

by Miss Woolson, and "la a
Trumpet," a Thanksgiving story by

Miss Hopkins, author of "One of Miss

Widgery's Evenings." Mr. Stedmia
gives us another of his eays on "The
Victorian Poets," this tiro grapplin,-wit-

that tough subject, Rebert Brown-

ing himself. There are poems by CelU

Theater and others.
la "Topics of the Time" Dr. HolUnd

write about "The Great South Series of
the Papers," "Christianity and Color,"

"Investments for Income." "Nature
The Doctor sy thst d

King traveled in all twenty-fiv- e

thousand mile in gatherin the mstsr-i- l
for hi paper. In the department

of Etching there is an amusing account
of "The Devil in Literature."

Dr. Holland' new novel, "The Story

of 'Sevenoaks,'" will begin in the Janua
ry number of Scribner's.

A Mississippi boatman with immenre
feet stopping al a public house on the
levee, asked the porter for a bootjack to

pull off hi boots. The colored gentle-

man after examining the stranger's feet,

broke out as follows: "No jack here big

nuff for dem feeU. Jscks couldn't
pull 'im off, ma, widoot frselrinr "'
leg. Ym belter bck about T

mile to d forks In tU road aa' pull ' T'
off d.r."

If


